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" Tango . . . I'm dreadfully sorry you're
going. Will you write to me ? "

They stood facing each other, he towards the
country, she towards the town. In the light
of the last lamp her eyes sparkled unnaturally.

" You're not crying ? " He had an insane
desire to cry himself.

" No-o, not really/'

" I've made you miserable."

"No, you haven't. YouVe made me
happy, I've made myself miserable. I'm
silly. Oh, Tango ! "

He held her hand; it was hot. Then she
bit her lip and said:

" Please don't write to me. You don't
want to, really, and I don't want you to.
Good-bye, Tango."

" Good-bye . , . Dorothy." He held up
her hand and kissed it.

He walked on slowly into the darkness.
After a dozen steps he turned round sharply.
She was hurrying away ; she had passed the
lamp. He went forward suddenly after her a
little way, then turned about andl walked on.

It seemed to him that life was stupidly
beautiful; that he ought somehow to have
made her happier; that he could have done
so, but he was not allowed. And what he